they used seemed words from another language. I did not know what " dessert " was, " Tennis " was a curious word to me. And when they spoke of their fathers "playing" golf! I did not know their simplest standards, the simplest forms of their daily life. I felt embarrassed and humiliated and strange with them. .
What an embarrassing moment was that one when I opened my first lunch-parcel! I noticed with misgiving that the others had brought boxes. I brought a newspaper package which mother had prepared for me while I hastily brushed Fanny's hair and rocked the baby for her. I saw that the boxes of the other girls held dainty squares of paper, white cloths; I could not understand. I opened my newspaper. In it there lay a mass of fried potatoes, crushed tomato, [893n who were not [88]
